Enter through your front doors.
Do you think I am a puppet?
Hey! In this iand of Shiva
Spellbind your intellect
From dawn to dusk
And form a multitude
To comprehend the guilt of blood
Spilt to an event
And succumb to a danger
To a dagger
With arriere pensee".
Stage director: You must see my Satpura, a hill of faith now landsliding into a liability
on the subject of whipping the soul with chants, names, rituals and display inexorably.
Satpura: The sceptre and crown parades! And cautions the power military. The power of blood. The power-disdaining ethical power; For the culture contains: It matters not
when it is formless, limitless, -Yet has a task still Where is the pious devotee? Will he reawaken in the depths of the guilty? In lieu of state There is a great Silence cunning In form stunning Necessary in message So says the sage!
Stage director: Did he sound metaphysical?
Never mind.
Shall I call the children?
Children: Clamour, Clamour Clap, Clap, Weather is clammy. Eat, bite, pick Scramble, head to head